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tawdry-looking bundles of dimly coloured gauzes in
what seemed to be the darkest corner of the shop.
What a tness and muddle the shop is! Much
worse than the shops in the bazaar. Full of things
new and old, beautiful and hideous, Western and
Eastern, genuine and fake; and they all jostle each
other uncomfortably. If one were prepared to
spend an hour or two carefully searching amongst
them, one might be able to make a quite nice
collection of Indian silks, copper and brass pots and
trays, bits of carved ivory and a great many other
things really charming to look upon, if not of any
great value. But to pick out one good thing in
India one must pass over fifty bits of rubbish. That"
is no doubt true of every country, but in India the
rubbish is rubbish unashamed. Quite three-quarters
of M------S------'s shop is filled with the cast-offs of
Birmingham and Manchester, stuff too hideous and
"kacha" to sell even in the poorest quarters of our
industrial towns; but here it is offered to one, even
(and indeed,, perhaps-,, exclusively) to Europeans,
with every appearance of serious appreciation.
After much scuffling and heaving, in which his
assistant, a lack-lustre boy of about thirteen, joined
very half-heartedly, M------S------produced, to my
horror, a second-hand and rather grubby pair of
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